Jaroslav Hutka: Rad ztracené boty

V pétek 6. ledna 1978 filozof Ladislav Hejdanek ztratil botu. Stalo se to na dvore.
Byl vytazen ze zameéstnani, tazen za rukavy montérek po zemi, kopan a tak
ztratil botu, kterou uz nenasel. Statni bezpecnost ho tahla na vyslech. Byla jedna
hodina. Kdyby byl nékdo filmoval, co se délo dalSich osm hodin, tak by natocil
pribéh, o kterém by se jisté divaci dohodli, Ze patfi do doby trochu jiného
socialismu. Na filmu by se objevil i policejni kameraman, ktery nafilmoval ubohou
a smeésnou ruinu Clovéka - podivej divaku, jak vypada ten mluvci Charty 77!
Odporné, vid!

Tentyz den, rok predtim, byli nafilmovani jini Ctyfi. Tfi spisovatelé a herec. Vezli
svou petici do vlady, ale nez dojeli, byli dovezeni do Uradoven ministerstva vnitra
a petice jim byla odebrana. Proto se asi vlada nedozvédéla, ze ji obCané vezli
néjaké psani, a tak nedoslo k zddanému dialogu. Zato zacala nova kapitola
dialogu obc¢anl s policii. Ze spole¢nosti se oddélila dvé télesa zna¢né vahy a
zacala, tésné k sobé primknuta, kolem sebe krouzit. Téleso Statni bezpecnosti a
Charty 77. Mozna jsou to jen rub a lic nasi narodni mény. Mozna je to ono
biblické oddéleni noci ode dne, aby uz déle nebyla tma nad propasti. Mozna je to
utkdni ducha a hmoty. Nevim. Ale fauluje se v ném! K prvnimu vyroci zabaveni
textu Charty 77 vezeného vladeé byl policii zkopan jeji mluvci dr. Hejdanek.
Predesly mluvdi, profesor Patocka, Sel z vyslechu do nemocnice, kde zemrel.
Tehdy i spisovatel Pavel Kohout utrzil par kopancd. Podivné argumenty pro
dialog. Ale kopnout do mluvciho ve vyrocni den Charty je vic nez symbolické.
Charta také zadala svobodu od strachu. Snad k tomu ted dojde samo od sebe,
protoze se zda, Ze se uz nebudeme mit o co bat, Ze bude ztraceno vie. Ze
projdeme tou podivnou mezi, za kterou se da uz jen ziskdvat. Ale stejné. Kopat
do filozofa ve dvacatém stoleti - vlastné proc¢ ne? Uz se to délo. Nevim, kde
porad beru dojem, ze zrovna tohle stoleti by mélo byt néjak lidsky posvatné.
Snad se mi to zda proto, Ze v ném lidé tak strasné trpéli. Dély se dvé nejdésnéjsi
valky. Epiktétos tvrdil, Ze vSe, co lidé délaji, délaji proto, Ze to povazuji za dobré.
Kazdy vSak vidi dobro v néCem jiném a to je cela tragédie. Ale prece jen. V
lidském svété plati jakasi dohoda, alespon vkusu, Ze kopat do filozofl neni dobré.
Ale jak vidét, jsou lidé, kteri to za dobré povazuji. Jinak by to nedélali. Je to dobro
mocneéjsiho. Kdo povazuje moc za dobro, musi mit dojem, ze vzdy, kdyZ moc a
silu predvede, déje se dobro. Proto mocni s nelibosti nesou na tomto svété
pritomnost nesilného podivina, ktery mluvi o kratkosti zivota, o vesmiru, Casu a
relativité véci, o poSetilosti a moudrosti, o marnosti a smyslu krasy i zZivota, o
iluzi moci, o pomijivosti sily a nutnosti zastat se slabych a bezbrannych. Ktery
mluvi o tom, ze hodnota neni ve vécech, ale v Clovéku. Takovému podivinovi
fikdme filozof. Jde Zivotem na vlastni pést a nastavuje zrcadlo. Rika, Ze skute¢ny
zapas se odehrava v srdci a skutecna moc je ve vidéni. Vymyslel pravdu, to
podivné slovo, které znamena hledat a tvorit takovy svét, ve kterém by byl Zivot
méné marny. A zde se citi vyznavac sily ohrozen, protoze se na svété objevilo
cosi, co nejde ani prikryt, ani se toho zmocnit. Filozof odhaluje pravdu, a ta,
jednou vyslovena, neni uz ovladatelna ani skrze filozofa. Stava se skutecnosti,
prochdzi neporusena staletimi i rezimy a to je k vzteku. Filozofa Ize napojit



jedem, pribit na kfiz, updlit na hranici nebo nakopnout, ale pravda se uz davno
rozbéhla, rozsvétlila se, setkala se se skutecnosti a spojila se s ni v jeden celek.

Dialogy s policii jsou dlouhé, podrobné, mysticky obsahlé, nelogické a pIné
nebezpecnych Uskali, désivé i humorné, ale hlavné vnucené a bezvychodné.
Nikdo, kdo vejde nebo je prinesen i privlecen, nevi, jestli tento den nebo tento
rok dojde domU. Nikdo z nas si neni jist, kdyz zazvoni zvonek u dveri, jestli je to
postacka, kamarad nebo policie. Vstoupili ndm do Zivota a my jsme vstoupili do
zivota jim. Vzdjemné o sobé piseme. Nase psani ma literarni Uroven a touhu
osvobodit ¢lovéka od stresu, strachu a nepravdy. Policejni psani nema literarni
ambice, je to predstupen vézeni, nahani strach, uvadi nas do stresu a
nepravdivého vnimani skute¢nosti. My se branime. Zijeme Zivot, snazime se na
néj divat a podavat svédectvi. Vidim, Ze snové historické doby, kdy filozofie byla
tak srostlad se zivotem, Ze vyznavace sily a moci dohanéla k Silenstvi,
nepominuly. Sebevzdélavani je spojeno s nebezpelim, poezie a zpivani je
spojeno s nebezpecim, jit si svou cestou je spojeno s nebezpelim, zadat
dodrzovani planych zdkonU je spojeno s nebezpedim. Musime za to platit
omezenim, sebezaprenim, utrpenim a odvahou. Ano. Véci samy o sobé& nemaji
hodnotu. Jsou zhodnocovany velikosti obéti, jakou je za né ¢lovék ochoten dat.
Zijeme zase ve velké dobé&. Za¢indme byt ochotni za knihy, nazory, postoje,
pravdy a krésu a vzdé&lani davat i Zivot. Ziti se ndm prestava slévat s jeho
formou, ale spojujeme ho s jeho obsahem a smyslem. Prestavame filozofovat a
tvofit pro Uspéch a odménu, ale proto, aby byl zivot méné marny. Zase mezi
nami ziji filozofové, kterfi jsou ochotni pro svobodu svého vidéni drzet kopanec
nebo vic.

Nedavno se mluvilo o tom, Zze mordlni hodnota Charty 77 je v tom, Ze je
vykoupena ochotou dnes uz jednoho tisice lidi trpét a vystavit se nebezpedi. Ma
svym obsahem nadnarodni a vSelidské poslani i smysl, a proto by nemusela od
dobrych lidi pouze pfijimat uznani a sympatie, ale sama by mohla uznani vyslovit
a udélit. | to je urcita forma dialogu. Kdysi davno ztratila anglicka kralovna na
plese podvazek a trapas byl vyresen tim, Ze se v Anglii od té doby dava
Podvazkovy rad. Je to rad kralovsky a pfitom velmi lidsky. ProC by Charta
nemohla udélovat Rad ztracené boty? Botu ztratil filozof taZeny policii po dvore.
To uz samo v sobé obsahuje, komu a za co by se daval.

17. ledna 1978

Order of the Lost Shoe

Philosopher Ladislav Hejdanek lost his shoe on Friday, January 6, 1978. It
happened in the courtyard. He was being dragged on the ground from his place
of work, pulled by sleeves of his overalls, and kicked. Thus he lost his shoe which
he has not found again.

The State Security forces dragged him to be interrogated. It was one in the
afternoon. Had someone filmed what had transpired during the next eight hours,
a documentary could had been produced and the viewing public would had
agreed it belonged to an era of a somewhat different socialism. Even the police



camera man would appear in this film - showing his footage of a pitiful and
laughable ruin of a man. Look, viewer, what this spokesman of the Charta 77
looks like! Disgusting, isn’t he?

Four others were captured and filmed like this a year before to the date: three
writers and an actor. They were driving their petition to the government but
before they could arrive they were driven to the offices of the Ministry of the
Interior and the petition was taken away from them. Maybe that explains why
the government has never learned of a letter that was about to be delivered by
its citizens and thus the requested dialogue has never begun.

A new chapter of citizen dialogue with the police has begun, instead. Two bodies
of great weight separated themselves from the society, and started circling each
other tighter and tighter. The bodies of The State Security and Charta 77.
Perhaps they were just the reverse sides of the nation’s coin. Perhaps it is the
biblical division of the day from the night so “the darkness was not upon the face
of the deep”. Perhaps it is the fight between Spirit and Matter. | don’t know.

To commemorate the first anniversary of Charta 77 - confiscated en route to the
government - her spokesman, Dr Hejdanek was kicked repeatedly by the police.
The previous spokesman, professor Patocka, went from the interrogation straight
to the hospital where he later died. Even writer Pavel Kohout suffered a few
kicks. Strange way to carry a dialogue. But to kick a spokesman on the
anniversary of Charta 77 is more than symbolic. The Charta demanded freedom
from fear.

Maybe it will happen now on its own because it seems we will not have anything
to be afraid of anymore, for everything will be lost. That we are crossing over
that strange line beyond which one can only gain. Anyway, to kick into a
philosopher in the 20th century - and why not? It’s happened before. | don’t
know why I still have the impression that this century should be somewhat
humanely sacred. Perhaps because humanity suffered so much in this century.
Two most horrible wars had happened. Epiktetos insisted that everything people
do they do because they are convinced it is good. However, each individual sees
the goodness in something else and that’s the whole tragedy.

Still, humanity abides by a sort of universal agreement - maybe it is a question of
taste - that it is not good to kick philosophers. Although it seems there are
people who do consider this to be good. They would not do it, otherwise. It is the
good of the one who equals power with goodness, who is convinced that each
time he demonstrates his power and might something good happens. This is why
the powerful of the world look with disdain upon the presence of a strange man
who is not strong, who speaks of life’s brevity, About the Universe, time and
relativity of things, of vanity and wisdom, of futility and meaning of beauty and
life, of illusion of power, of might that ebbs away, and the necessity to defend
the weak and defenseless.

We call such a strange person a philosopher. He walks through life beholden to
no one, and he offers us a mirror. He says the real struggle takes place in the
heart and real power is in seeing. He came up with the concept of truth - such a



strange word that means to search for and create such a world where life could
be less meaningless.

The powerful feel threatened right there because something has taken shape in
the world, something that can’t be covered up or taken over. A philosopher
unveils the truth and the truth, once pronounced into being, can not be
manipulated, not even through philosophers. It becomes real. It passes
unharmed through the centuries and regimes, and that’'s maddening. A
philosopher can be given poison, he can be nailed to a cross, burned at the stake
or kicked down but the truth had already started to run free long time ago, it
gathered light, met with the reality and united with her.

Dialogues with the police are long, detailed, mystically voluminous, illogical, and
full of dangerous cliffhangers, horrifying and humorous, but mostly forced and
hopeless. No one who enters( or is brought or dragged in) knows if he’ll make it
home that night or even that year. No one among us is sure if the ring of a
doorbell announces the arrival of the postman, a friend, or the police.

They entered our lives and we entered theirs. We write about each other. Our
writings have literary value, and are permeated with the desire to free man from
stress, fear, and non-truth. Police writings have no literary ambition. They are
stepping stones to prison, bringing fear, giving us stress, and perception of
reality that is not based in truth. We defend ourselves. We live trying to look at it
and testify.

| see those dreamy periods in history when philosophy had so grown together
with life that it drove worshippers of power and might to insanity had not passed
to oblivion. Self-education is connected to danger. Demanding fro the current
laws to be upheld is connected to danger. We have to pay for it by limited
freedoms, self-denial, suffering and courage. Yes, things by themselves have no
value. They are valued by greatness of sacrifice a human being is willing to offer.

We live in great times, again. We are starting to offer even our very lives for
books, opinions, stands, truth, beauty and education. Living stops sticking to the
form and we connect with its content and meaning. We have stopped creating
for success and reward. We have begun to create for life less meaningless.
Philosophers live among us, again, and they are willing to suffer a kick or more
for the freedom of their vision.

It was brought up not too long ago that the moral value of Charta 77 is
demonstrated in willingness of more than a thousand people so far to suffer and
expose ourselves to danger. Its content has a meaning and a mission that
transcends nations and touches the entire humanity. Therefore, it doesn’t need
only to accept recognition and sympathies from the good people of the world but
it could also honor others with such recognition. Even that is a form of a
dialogue.

Long time ago, Countess Joan of Kent, later Princess of Wales, lost her garter in a
ball room of Calais. The potentially humiliating situation was solved by the The
Most Noble Order of the Garter that has been awarded by the British Royalty
ever since. It is so royal and, in the same time, so very human. Why, then should



Charta 77 not give out the Order of the Lost Shoe? The shoe was lost by a
philosopher as he was being dragged down a courtyard by the police. This
already speaks volumes about whom and for it should be given.

January 17th, 1978



